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SONGS FROM A CALIFORNIA SONGSTER. 

Note : — Among the varied collection of books in the Library of 
the Historical Society of Southern California is a small volume, 
whose title page reads as follows: California Songster, containing 
a selection of local and other popular songs : Giving a true sketch 
of the ups and downs of a California life. The whole compiled and 
arranged by D. E. Appleton. San Francisco : Published by Noisy 
Carriers Book and Stationery Company, 77 Long Wharf, 1855. 

In the preface, Mr. D. E. Appleton says: "In presenting this 
little work to the public the compiler is but filling up a blank that 
has long existed for a California song book; and in so doing we 
have but few promises to make — but will say that it is our intention 
to enlarge and greatly improve the California Songster. And in 
the meantime, if any of the many sojourners in the mountains, while 
breathing the pure air and contemplating nature from the lofty 
Sierra Nevadas, kindle the spark of enthusiasm in praise of his 
country, please send them along and we will render unto Caesar 
those things that are Caesar's, — or, in other words, give every man 
the credit of his own work. 

"And now, trusting to a generous public, the compiler leaves it 
in the hands of those better able than himself to judge. 

"San Francisco, April 25th, 1855." 

Appleton on the last page of his California Songster, publishes 
an advertisement of the Pacific Song Book, "a handsome 18mo. 
volume of 300 pages, beautifully bound in cloth, with gold illumin- 
ated back, containing all the songs ever published on the Pacific 
Coast. This book is in fact a History of California in early times. 
Nothing shows the character of a people more than their ballads ; 
and a more correct idea of life in '49 can be gained from this vol- 
ume than from all the California Guides, Annals, etc., ever published. 
Price 1.50." This book is as extinct as the Dodo. I have never 
seen a copy of it. 

Long Wharf, where the Noisy Carriers Book and Stationery 
Company held forth, was one of the noted institutions of San Fran- 
cisco in the early American period. At that time, from the original 
shore line extending out a considerable distance was an expanse 
of shallow water. Over this stretch, wharves were built out into 
the bay to deep water. 

Long wharf was built by a syndicate of prominent business men 
in 1849 and '50. It extended from what was then the foot of 
Commercial street out into the bay 2000 feet to deep water, where 
the mail steamers could tie up and land passengers and freight. It 
cost about $200,000 to build it. It was forty feet in width. On 
each side were a number of small buildings built on piles and used 
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as stores, shops and saloons. These were occupied by Cheap Johns 
with sonorous voices, and other caterers whose stock in trade was 
largely noise. The unfortunate immigrant landing from the steamer 
at the end of the pier had to run the gantlet of these importunate 
purveyors to the wants of the new arrival. The filling in to deep 
water of what in early times was known as Yerba Buena Cove, 
and its conversion into solid land did away with long wharves. 
The made land of the former cove became the wholesale district 
of the city, and the Cheap Johns and Noisy Carriers sought other 
quarters. 

I have selected from Appleton's Collection of California Songs 
only such as record some episode of early history, or such as illus- 
trate the social conditions of pioneer times. None of the songs 
are poetical gems, but they do give, as Appleton says, a correct idea 
of life in '49, even if some of their poetical feet are halting in 
measure. J. M. GUINN, Editor. 

LIFE IN CALIFORNIA. 
Written by Dr. Robinson, and sung by himself with great applause, 
at the Dramatic Museum, San Francisco. 
Air— "Used-up Man." 
O, I ha'nt got no home, nor nothing else, I s'pose, 
Misfortune seems to follow me wherever I goes ; 
I came to California with a heart both stout and bold, 
And have been up to the diggings, there to get some lumps of gold. 
But I'm a used-up man, a perfect used-up man, 
And if ever I get home again, I'll stay there if I can. 

I lives 'way down in Maine, where I heard about the diggings 
So I shipped aboard a darned old barque commanded by Joe Higgins. 
I sold my little farm, and from my wife and children parted, 
And off to California sailed, and left 'em broken hearted. 
But here's a used up man, etc. 

When I got to San Francisco, I saw such heaps of money, 

And the way the folks at monte played, I thought the game quite 

funny ; 
So I took my little pile, and on the table tossed it, 
And the chap who dealt me out the cards, says, 
"My friend you have lost it!" 

So you're a used up man, etc. 

I got into a steamboat and started up the river, 
Where I tho't the darned mosquitoes would ha' taken out my liver ; 
When I got to Sacramento I buckled on this rigging, 
And soon I found a decent place, and so I went to digging. 
But I'm a used up man, etc. 
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I got into the water, where the "fever-n-ager" took me, 
And after I was froze to death, it turned about and shook me ; 
But still I kept to work, a hopin' 'twould be better, 
But the water wouldn't fall a bit, but kept a gettin' wetter. 
But I'm a used up man, etc. 

I 'spose if I should die, they'd take me to the Mission, 
Or else the city'd sell me to pay up my physician ; 
I've tried to keep up courage, and swore I wouldn't spree it, 
And here's my pile for five months' work, I'd lief as not you'd see it. 
For I'm a used up man, etc. 

I don't know what to do, for all the time I'm dodging, 
To hunt up grub enough to eat, and find a decent lodging ; 
I can't get any liquor, and no one seems to meet me, 
Who'll take me by the collar now, and kindly ask to treat me ! 
For I'm a used up man, etc. 



SAN FRANCISCO. 1853. 

BY J. SWEET. 

City full of people, 

In a business flurry ; 
Everybody's motto, 

Hurry! hurry! hurry! 
Every nook and corner 

Filled to overflowing; 
Like a locomotive, 

Everybody going ! 

Everybody active, 

Fogyism dead — 
All are "Young Americans," 

Bound to "go ahead !" 
Dry or rainy season, 

Cloudy day or sunny, 
Citizens all driving 

Bargains to make money. 

Englishmen and French, 

German, Dutch and Danish, 
Chattering Chinese, 

Portugese and Spanish; 
Men of every nation, 

Birds of every feather, 
Honest men and rogues 

Hustled up together. 
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Dapper little Frenchman 

Makes a smiling bow, 
Calculating Yankee 

Cannot stop just now. 
Every mortal goes 

Fast as he can dash on, 
Never minding clothes, 

Etiquette or fashion. 

Three "Celestial angels" 

Waddling hand in hand, 
Pity they have fallen 

Into — such a land! 
Tipsy son of Erin, 

Fresh from Linnavaddy, 
Takes a running fight 

With a brother Paddy. 

Gentlemanly gambler, 

Wealthy city broker, 
Taking brandy smashes 

And a game of poker ; 
Gambler very cool, 

Broker very dry, 
Stocks are getting low, 

Broker getting high ! 

Steamers leave to-day 

For Atlantic States 
Great excitement raised 

By reducing rates ; 
Miners in red shirts 

Shooting home like rockets, 
Bags of yellow "dust" 

Lining ragged pockets. 

City of the West, 

Built up in a minute, 
Hurry and excitement 

Moving all within it. 
Like a locomotive, 

Everybody going, 
City in a hurry, 

Filled to overflowing. 
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JOHN CHINAMAN. 

The Chinese when they began coming to California in the early 
'50's were warmly welcomed. The Alta California of April 27, 1851, 
commenting on the arrival of a ship load of Chnese says: "These 
Celestials make excellent citizens and we are pleased to notice their 
daily arrival in large numbers. In 1851 a great meeting was held in 
Portsmouth Square, San Francisco for the purpose of welcoming 
the 'China Boys,' as they were commonly called to California. The 
Mayor and a number of other distinguished citizens were present. 
John Chinaman was lionized and given to understand he was all 
the same as a Melican man. The poem describes public sentiment 
in regard to the Chinese later. J. M. G. 

John Chinaman, John Chinaman, 

But five short years ago, 
I welcomed you from Canton, John — 

But wish I hadn't though. 

For then I thought you honest, John, 

Not dreaming but you'd make 
A citizen as useful, John, 

As any in the State. 

I thought you'd open wide your ports, 

And let our merchants in, 
To barter for your crapes and teas, 

Their wares of wood and tin. 

I thought you'd cut your queue off, John 

And don a Yankee coat, 
And a collar high you'd raise, John, 

Around your dusky throat. 

I imagined that the truth, John, 

You'd speak when under oath, 
But I find you'll lie and steal, too — 

Yes, John, you're up to both. 

Oh, John, I've been deceived in you, 

And in all your thieving clan, 
For our gold is all you're after, John, 

To get it as you can. 
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OUR CITY. 
Before the streets of San Francisco were paved the wash from 
the hills every winter flooded them. The daily traffic soon reduced 
the sandy road beds to the consistency of pea soup. The sidewalks 
were made of planks. Frequently a plank worked loose and the 
unfortunate pedestrian who happened to step on the loose end 
would find himself tipped into the ooze like our poet. Teams of 
horses were submerged and drowned in the sea of mud, known as 
Montgomery street. J. M. G. 

T'other night when it was raining, 

I was up on Montgomery street, 
With my boots so finely polished, 

And my clothes so nice and neat, 
When I wished to gain the other side, 

I jumped with all my might — 
But the planks I thought to light upon 

Just let me out of sight. 

Soon the City Marshal came, 

And with proud and lofty stride, 
vMarched me up to our Recorder's Court, 

Where they had me scraped and tried; 
And they said my great misfortune 

Really made them feel quite bad, — 
Then they asked me how much change I'd got, 

And fined me all I had. 

So they are taxing all the truckmen, 

And I'm told they find it pays, 
For^he teamsters now fill up the holes 

With horses, mules, and drays. 
Such a stroke of financiering 

I am sure is hard to beat, 
As the fining teams for sticking 

In some filthy, muddy street. 
But the Council bear our burdens, 

On their broad, capacious backs, 
And just ask that we don't grumble 

When we're called to pay the tax. 

MINER'S LAMENT. 
Air — "Irish Dragoon." 
I've just come down from the mines, 

Where for months I dug and toiled, 
In searching for that yellow dust, 
Till all my clothes were spoiled; 
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I've picked and dug, and packed and lugged, 
And every honest scheme I've tried on, 

Till hunger made me eat at last 
The mule I used to ride on. 
With a whack. 

But still I kept at work, 

'Till the rain in torrents poured, 
The Grizzlies came and stole my grub, 

And I was fairly floor'd, 
'Till faint and sick I dropped my pick, 

And off for Sacramento started ; 
I found the houses there 'tis true, 

But the streets had all departed. 
With a whack. 

Then I got on board a boat, 

And to San Francisco came, 
Where I found the rain and mud had made 

The streets about the same. 
In wand'ring round, a man I found, 

With sounding lead and grappling gear, 
And overhead these words I read: 

"Last appearance of Divier." 
With a whack. 

Being hungry I applied, 

At our City Fathers' Hall, 
And was told they'd nothing there to give; 

Their wants required it all ; 
I then went in and took some gin, 

But soon I felt a gentle tapping, 
Which made me feel as though I had 

A touch of spirit rapping. 
With a whack. 

Tho' the rapper wan't no spirit, 

He appeared and seemed to think 
The chosen spirits of our State 

Have alone the right to drink. 
For soon he found beneath the ground 

A filthy place, and there resigned me, 
Where I lay that night till morning light, 

When they took me up and fined me. 
With a whack. 
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CALIFORNIA LEGISLATURE. 

California Legislatures quite early in the history of the State 
established a reputation for extravagance. The Los Angeles Star 
of April 15, 1854, under the heading of Important to Taxpayers, 
publishes this editorial. "The Legislature of this Golden State 
has now been in session since January 2, 1854 — one hundred and 
four days — at an expense of some $5,000 per diem amounting to 
about $520,000. Truly this is a small sum to pay from the people's 
pockets for discussing the important query whether Gwin or 
Broderick shall be a Senator or whether Benicia or Sacramento shall 
have the session of the Legislature the present year." This was 
the Legislature that our poet scores so unmercifully. J. M. G. 

Six score of right good fellows — 

Paid by the people's dimes — 
In Sacramento City, 

Are having jovial times. 
Freed from the curse of labor — 

Absolved from want or care — 
Life seems to them a pleasure trip, 

And the people pay their fare. 
The "Sovereigns" foot the "fiddler's bill," 

But some of them wish to know 
Whether there's any prospect 

Of getting a quid, pro quo? 

Six score of "public servants" — 

Servants in nought but name — 
Disport themselves like Aesop's beast, 

In the garb of a nobler game. 
Each sports a glossy "stove pipe," 

And twirls a flashy cane — 
Each puffs the best Havanas, 

And guzzles the best Campagne; 
They loaf at the Orleans bar-room, 

Or "smile" at the "Sazerac," 
Play billiards and pool at Johnson's, 

Or ten-pins, further back. 
Some dally with Pharaoh, upstairs, 

Some buck at monte below; — 
And thus the people who stake them 

Receive the quid pro quo! 
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Six score of downright leeches, 

Suck at the public purse; 
Some hundred thousand dollars 

Their labors reimburse. 
"Their labors"? yes, their LABORS! 

For, like the mountain of old, 
In the bringing forth of a tiny mouse, 

The sum of their acts is told. — 
Go back, ye "one horse patriots"— 

Go back from whence you came, 
And from the People's gratitude, 

Your proper guerdon claim 1 
Go to your dear constituents — 

Tell what you have done below — 
And, at the ballot-box next Fall, 

Expect your quid pro quo! 



